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	1. Yaknog Adventures

**_Author's Note_**

_Hey guys! Every chapter will be another one-shot. _

_This is a year before HTTYD 2, so Hiccup and Astrid are dating. _

_Summary:_

_It's the day before Snoggletog, and Astrid has made a new-and-improved version of yaknog. The thing is... who will be the unlucky one to try it? Hiccstrid oneshot. _

The snow had finally stopped and everyone in the village could go out again. Dragons flew freely in the air after being kept in for so long. It was the day before Snoggletog, and everyone was rushing to do last minute preparations.

Or last minute traditions.

Astrid Hofferson had her hands on her hips as she offered some new-and-improved-over-3-years Yaknog to her friends.

Snotlout widened his eyes and yelped while Tuffnut muttered, "This is going to be fun."

Astrid rolled her eyes. "Okay, I know that the Yaknog that year wasn't the best, but this is a new recipe!"

Ruffnut looked bored. "Hey, look, I usually like things that can potentially kill people, but that is just disgusting. Just leave it in the past where it belongs. Sorry." She shrugged.

Astrid shook her head. "You don't know what you're missing. Anyway, there's less yak in there, it'll taste better."

Fishlegs faked a smile. "Uh, okay, Astrid," He laughed nervously while backing away, "But I'm no-not really, uh, hungry. Thanks, though."

Astrid sighed but then brightened when she noticed a familiar Night Fury reach the ground not too far away.

Hiccup took off his helmet and noticed his friends. "Hey guys! Happy Snoggletog." He smiled happily as he walked towards them.

When none of them smiled back, he was confused until his eyes landed on a beaming Astrid Hofferson with- ack- _yaknog_.

"Oh no."

Astrid pouted. "Not you too!"

The others nodded at each other and took her distraction as an opportunity to save themselves.

"Uh, Astrid, look, we appreciate-" He cut himself off and glanced to see nobody was around but him and Astrid. He glared at a waving Ruffnut. Such support.

"_I _appreciate the fact you're trying to make everyone get into the holiday spirit but," He wrung his hands around, trying to find a way to break it to her without hurting her feelings, or worse making her _mad_, "But the truth is, nobody really likes it. So, I guess, uh, more for you."

He smiled nervously.

Astrid beamed at him. "Nope. More for _you. _Here." She handed him a mug.

Hiccup glanced at it and gulped. How was he going to get out of this?

"Anyway," Astrid shrugged, "You drank it the first time. I swear it tastes better, so it's no problem."

The pure innocence and joy on her face made Hiccup feel guilty. He looked down at it again, silently prayed to Odin, and sighed.

"Um, okay," Hiccup looked at her, "For you."

Astrid smiled and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek. "Thank you. Now go on."

Hiccup took a deep breath. "If I die, tell my dad and everyone that I love them."

A look of indecision flashed across his face. "Well, maybe not Snotlout."

Astrid laughed, but then crossed her arms and replied, "Yaknog hasn't killed you yet."

Hiccup grinned. "'Yet' is the key word there."

"Well, you've tasted it before, and you're alive and breathing right now."

Hiccup ran his fingers through his hair and stuttered nervously, "Ah, I knew this would come back to bite me in the butt," He trailed off, "Okay, uh, see I never actually drank it, I, uh, I sort of spit it out after you left."

He looked down sheepishly. There. His deepest secret revealed.

"That's it. We're finished. Go find another girlfriend."

He panicked for a second until he looked up and met Astrid's glare. He noticed the humor in her eyes and was relieved she was joking. He decided to play along in character.

"Wha-what? You're breaking up with me because I had an innocent will to _live_?"

She nodded smugly. "That's right."

He gestured his hands around wildly. "Now what? Who am I gonna be with now? Ruffnut?" He put on a scared face and then shuddered that thought away before grinning devilishly. "Anyway, what about you? Who is going to put up with you and your crazy Yaknog creations?"

Astrid huffed. "Not like you're any different, so shut up."

Then she dropped the act. "Was it really that bad? I guess it was," She looked sort of sad, but then brightened, "But this one's better! Promise!" She sing-songed while waving her hands with emphasis.

Hiccup secretly thought that she was adorable.

"Yeah, it was... sorry." He apologized sheepishly.

"But this, this is good. Trust me."

"Um, not sure about that." He put his hands up as he backed away.

Astrid jokingly stomped in frustration. "You promised!"

Hiccup gestured at her wildly. "That was before you broke up with me! I don't drink strange yak creations from my exes." He muttered towards the yaknog distastefully.

"You don't have exes." Astrid deadpanned.

Hiccup bowed deeply. "You, m'lady, have the honor of being my first."

Astrid glared at him. "Don't call me that. I'm not your girlfriend." She huffed surperiorly.

Snotlout suddenly ran up from his hiding place, grinning.

"Yes! Finally I have a chance!"

He bowed down to Astrid, who simply glared at him. "Now that you've ditched the toothpick, I suggest you start looking at more manly men."

He flexed his arm and grinned.

"The only man I want is one that will drink the yaknog." She smiled pleasantly, daring him to drink it.

Snotlout suddenly went pale. "Uh, having second thoughts." He backed away slowly before bolting.

Astrid laughed at his reaction before turning to Hiccup, resuming her glare.

"And that goes for you too, _Mr. Toothpick_, so if you want me back, drink it before I get my axe."

Hiccup widened his eyes in fear. "No need for desperate measures, I'll just," He gestured to the yaknog and then faltered.

Astrid nodded at it, urging him on.

"Okay," He squeezed his eyes shut, "Wish me luck."

He lifted the mug hesitantly to his lips.

It tasted like... yak. What else. But... it wasn't bad. Not great, but not I'm-never-getting-this-taste-out-Odin's-Beard-this-is-disgusting as the last time had been.

Hiccup lowered the mug and nodded in response to Astrid's questioning eyebrow.

"This is actually not bad. Wow. Talk about improvement. So I won't die today." He nodded approvingly, "Good to know."

Astrid grinned at him. "Told you. I'm always right, you should know that by now."

Hiccup turned around and called out, "Hey guys, it's safe to come out! I tried it and I didn't die. It's not bad."

The first to emerge was Ruffnut, looking deeply suspicious. The rest followed cautiously.

"Astrid," She accused, "How much dragon nip did you slip in that thing? There's no way humanly possible that Hiccup's in his right mind right now."

Astrid waved her hands around incredulously. "Not much! Not enough to do anything!"

Hiccup almost choked on his own breath and considered forcing himself to throw up.

"Wha-what? Dragon nip, are you crazy?"

Astrid shrugged. "It wasn't a lot, don't worry."

Ruffnut looked shocked and Tuffnut shot Hiccup a sympathizing look.

"That's my cue to leave." Fishlegs went pale again.

Astrid shook her head at them as they all ran off in fear.

She turned towards a sheepish and uneasy Hiccup Haddock and smiled.

"I guess you're the only one crazy enough to put up with me and my yaknog," Astrid grinned, "That's why I love you."

Then, she kissed him. Hiccup would drink all the yaknog possible if it meant he got a kiss.

When they broke apart, Hiccup smiled slyly. "So does that mean we're back together?"

Astrid pulled back, quickly separating herself from him.

"Nope. You betrayed me, how could you? You pretended to drink it and all these years I thought you actually cared about me."

Hiccup gave her a dry look. "I'm assuming you have never tasted it."

Astrid shook her head incredulously, "Why would I? It probably tastes like yak."

Hiccup didn't know how to respond to that.

"Will you be my girlfriend again?"

Astrid assessed him, and then replied, "I guess. But only because you put up with my yaknog. That's it."

Hiccup laughed. "Shouldn't have expected any less." He pulled her into an embrace and kissed the top of her head. "I'm a lucky man."

"You better believe it. You get free yaknog."

**_Author's Note_**

_Aren't they adorable? :) Hope you enjoyed it!_


	2. It's A Hard Life For A Sheep

**_Author's Notes_**

_Hello! This is a crack fic from Gobber's sheep named Phil. This first part is from him in HTTYD 1 and the second is from HTTYD 2. _

_Phil is the black sheep in HTTYD 2._

_And for all of you who don't remember, Fungus is Mildew's sheep!_

_And now... Phil The Sheep! Enjoy. :D_

Hi. My name's Phil. Life here on Berk is thrilling... to say the least. Especially for sheep. Sometimes I'll be here, minding my own business, eating some grass, baaing about the weather, when suddenly I'm snatched from my peaceful life as a sheep. The scaly bird things come at the worst times, when I'm off my guard.

I'm one of the lucky sheep. The few times I've been captured in its claws, I was saved from yak looking things.

Oh, those yaks. I can't stand them. They're always so loud, noisy and violent. It's so hard to lead a peaceful sheep life when your neighbors are like this.

I'm a simple sheep; I don't ask for much. I just want some grass, some alone time and that's it. No yak things, no bird things, and no Fungus.

Oh gods, I can't stand that ram. He's always baaing over yonder in the early morning and I can't sleep. And he's always getting into my grass! This territory is mine, but he never listens.

Oh well. Life is hard for a sheep like me.

x

Hi. My name's Phil. Berk has changed over the course of 5 years.

And when I say change, I don't necessarily mean good.

The only good thing is that Fungus left a while ago. Didn't even baa goodbye, not that I'm complaining.

It's become more noisy, if that's even possible. And the scaly things are here all the time!

And the worst part, those yak things turned my wonderfully white coat into dark blackness.

Us sheep are still being snatched, except this time it's not just the bird things. It's them AND the yaks.

Talk about worst neighbors ever.

The yaks, particularly this one with a wooden leg and arm, occasionally sets me into this other thing. Then, for the spite of ruining my perfect sheep life, the thing flings me into the sky.

Though, I am proud to say I was the first sheep to fly. After that first time, all the other sheep started to respect me more and kept to their own grass.

So anyway: when I'm in the air, those scaly things come after me, like I'm prized grass or something. And the worst part: it's not just the bird things. It's the bird things with the yaks on top of them! Never saw such an absurd sight in my simple sheep life.

I'm tossed from yak to yak, but usually they fight for me more than the other white sheep. I can't say that it doesn't get to my ego.

Then, I'm hurled into these dirty infernal ropes with other white sheep.

We grunt to each other as a greeting, and hey what's up, and what else is new. Sometimes we'll discuss which areas have the best grass, and occasionally some new sheep gossip.

I'm not usually one for small talk since I usually stay to myself but it's entertaining to hear once in a while what's going on with the sheeps in the next pen.

Today, for instance, I caught up with my cousin Carl. We grew up in the same pen until one day he was suddenly gone. I assumed all these years that the scaly birds took him, but it turns out he was traded to other yak and now lives on the other side of the island.

So I really can't complain. I have a good sheep life, even if it's disturbed often.

**_Author's Note_**

_I had a lot of fun writing this! XD Phil is an amazing sheep, am I right?_


	3. Okay

**_Author's Note_**

_Hey guys! So I recently watched HTTYD 2 again and I felt the need to write a moment where Hiccup got to be alone to let go of his grief. This takes place shortly after Hiccup becomes chief and everyone is happy to see their dragons back. _

Hiccup couldn't take it anymore. He quietly slipped away from the cheers and happy reunions of the dragons and their riders.

He wandered inside his house and took a shaky breath. His eyes scanned the room, and memories came flooding back. The chair his father would always sit in, now empty. Countless memories went through his mind of his whole life that happened here, always with his father there.

But he's gone.

Hiccup turned his head away, trembling with sadness. He started up the stairs to go to his room, but then stopped at his father's.

Slowly, he pushed the door open and took a moment to take it in.

It was like he never left. His axes, chiefly papers, boots and other stuff covered his room.

His father.

His father...

His father was... _dead. _

Hiccup sank to his knees.

He would never hug his father again, never hear his booming voice, never have the complete the family he was supposed to have-

Hiccup realized he was crying. He wiped a tear from his face and laid his head against the end of his father's bed.

He's the chief. That was always his dad's thing. He took care of the dragons and his father took care of the people. He was so good at it, such an amazing chief. Always good with the speeches, the organizations... He couldn't do all that. His father was brave, strong, fearless, and so _selfless._

He wasn't any of those things. He couldn't be as good as him, but he could try. He made a promise to himself that he would be the leader Berk needed, to honor his father. But of course he couldn't reach his father's standards.

_"You're the Pride of Berk son, and I couldn't be prouder."_

He closed his eyes. Was that really today? Well, at least since the last time he slept? Too much had happened since then...

What he would give to go back into that morning, to wake up and know his father was there, just like every other day of his whole life. He felt so _stupid _now, looking back on when he ran away from his father. He was scared by the immense responsibility of being chief, but look where he was now.

Hiccup knew he was not his father. They had their differences, but they had gotten through them. Over the five years since he lost his leg, his father had taken the time to listen to him. His father... was proud of him.

But he was gone.

Hiccup clenched his fist as fresh tears came down his face.

It was all his fault. If he would've just _listened _for once, it wouldn't have happened! If he wasn't so stubborn, if he wasn't so blind to the logic.

It was almost funny, but it wasn't at all. He gained one parent that he had always thought he had lost forever. On the same day, he lost the parent he thought he would have forever.

He may have got his mother back, but there was no way to get his father back.

Hiccup turned over and buried his face into the furs.

"Hiccup?" a tentative voice called out into the house.

_Astrid._

Hiccup quickly stood up and wiped his last tears when Astrid appeared at the doorway, searching for him.

Her eyes held sorrow, and exhaustion. She took one look at him and he knew she understood.

"Hiccup..." she murmured and she walked slowly towards him and enveloped him in her arms.

He embraced her back, bringing fresh tears in his eyes.

After a while, Hiccup opened his eyes and then glanced down at her, mumbling.

"He-he's gone... he's not co-coming back..."

A tear slipped down her face, and she held him closer.

"I'm sorry... I know there's nothing I can say to make it better," Astrid said softly, "But I'm here for you, okay?"

"Okay." Hiccup mumbled. "Okay."

**_Author's Note_**

_Aaaand, I've crushed myself with feels. I'm sorry if I made you get feels too. Let's cry together over Stoick and the fact he's not coming back..._

_BUT. _

_I was reading Wikipedia, and it said that Gerard Butler would be coming back for HTTYD 3. WHAT DOES THIS MEAN? It means hope. I don't know what to think. Just that I can't wait for 2018._


	4. Yet Again, Snotlout Proves He's An Idiot

_Summary:_

_Snotlout thinks it's a good idea to crash a wedding, and drags Hiccup along. Thing is... he picked the wrong one to crash. Modern AU. Hiccstrid. _

"Are we related?"

Astrid raised her eyebrow at the distressed-looking guy pacing back and forth near the doorway. It was her cousin's wedding, and there were a lot of people. But she had met the husband's family before, and she's sure she's never seen him before...

His head jerked up to look at her, looking guilty, before sighing sheepishly. "Uh... No, we aren't..."

In response to her look, he hurried to explain. "Okay, just, I was out with my cousin Snotlout, please don't ask about the name," He added with a mumble, "because our fathers forced us to, and then he gets this amazing idea to go crash a wedding for free food in order to prove his-" He cut himself off and wrung his hands in exasperation.

"I don't even know! And now I can't find him and this place is really big and I'm so, so sorry..." He trailed off uncertainly.

He looked so distressed and worried he'd get in trouble that Astrid could laugh. But, it wasn't his fault, as long as he's telling the truth, but when she laid eyes on that idiot...

Astrid got up with an amused look on her face. "Well, I'll help you find him. Just one condition- You let me teach him a lesson before you leave."

He put his hands up in innocence. "By all means."

She motioned for him to follow her and the two walked side by side through the crowds of people. "So what's your name?"

"Astrid. Astrid Hofferson. Yours?"

"Hiccup. Well, no, actually, my name's Henry. But you can call me Hiccup." He gave her a lopsided grin.

They weaved through people until they reached the vicinity of the buffet table. "I'm supposed to call you Hiccup? What kind of nickname is that?"

His eyes kept scanning the crowd when he spoke. "It's a long, long story."

"Okay, then," She shrugged, "Well, so what does your cousin look like?"

Hiccup ran his hands through his hair, opening his mouth to speak, only to be cut off when he stumbled into a irritable old lady. (Her great aunt always had the best glares) "Well, he has black hair. Strong build, top heavy, but short. And has this ever-present look of arrogance. Can't miss him."

Astrid raised an eyebrow and paused to look Hiccup up and down. "Sooo, basically everything you're not."

He grinned in reply. "Yup. I don't even know how we're related. He's like a football player type and I'm just... a fishbone."

Astrid shook her head at him and continued walking around the area when Hiccup moved suddenly next to her. "There he is! Right there!"

Astrid followed his pointed finger to this 'Snotlout' who fit Hiccup's description well. He was piling mounds of food on his second plate, receiving suspicious looks from the people around him.

_Deep breaths, Astrid. Don't want to make a scene. _

It took everything in her not to march on over there, dump his plate on his head and then give him a nice bruise on where that stupid smirk was. How _dare _he crash a wedding? _Her _cousin's wedding? Everything about him screamed 'I am a jerk!' and how she would love to go show him what she does with jerks... but, she loves her cousin first. And she doesn't want her wedding to be a murder scene.

_Deep breaths. _

Astrid nodded curtly at Hiccup, who crossed his arms and raised an expectant eyebrow.

Her high heels clip-clopped on the whole way over and ugh, how she hated them. But, they did have very good advantages...

She was behind him now, and she could see him pondering over if he should get another steak. Astrid walked right next to him and smiled.

"Let me decide for you."

With that she dug the heel of her shoes into his flimsy sneakers and oh, how she relished in his squished-up-in-pain face. Quietly, she leaned over and hissed in his ear, "Leave right now. Or I'll keep going."

Snotlout widened his eyes in fear of the at-first-glance innocently gorgeous woman. She could've laughed when he bolted in the other direction and, _finally, _out the door. People had turned around when they noticed the commotion, but Astrid was already gone.

He was standing right where she left him, with his mouth hanging slightly open. "That... that was _amazing. _And hilarious! I'm never letting him hear the end of that one..."

Astrid smiled back at Hiccup and stretched her arms. "All in a good day's work."

"Thank you. For helping me find him. It probably would've been my fault if he got in a lot of trouble, so thanks."

"No problem. Well, I guess you should be..." She jerked her head towards the door.

The lopsided smile towards her was quickly replaced with a cough. "Oh. Uh, yeah, I should be, uh, going... I'm sorry, again. And say congrats to your cousin for me."

"Sure."

They walked until they reached the door. He was about to say goodbye, when suddenly something inside her protested.

"Could I have your phone number?"

"My what?"

Astrid rolled her eyes. Was this guy, like, fourteen? "Your. phone. number." She said slowly.

Confusion flickered in his eyes and he stuttered, "And... what would you do with my number?"

Astrid sighed. This guy was hopeless. "You're dumber than you look."

After a couple of seconds, realization dawned on him. "Wait- you want my number to..." He trailed off, pointing to both of them.

Astrid groaned. "Yes, Hiccup, yes, can you stop making this more awkward than it has to be?"

He nodded silently, pulling out his phone. "I'm sorry? I'm not used to dating and stuff... There's not a lot of, uh, this." He gestured to himself sheepishly.

Astrid laughed and typed his number into her phone.

"So... see you soon?"

He nodded, still slightly in shock, and honestly, Astrid thought it was adorable.

**_Author's Note_**

_Haha. A funny, fluffy oneshot. Hope you enjoyed!_

_For those who read my story "Walking It Off":__ No, I didn't die. No I didn't drop off the face of the earth. No I didn't get sucked into a time machine and went back to the Viking time and met Hiccup. (Unfortunately) Life happened (Unfortunately) but the next chapter is done! Simply needs to be proofed and edited. It should be up soon, and if it's not, PM me and remind me to move my lazy butt! Haha. _

_Shoutout:_

_Shruikan12344 (guest):__ Oh yeah. You're probably right. Oh well, we'll see what happens in HTTYD 3. :) Aw thank you! Nah haha, it's fine. I'm lazy too sometimes (as shown above XD ) Thank you thank you thank you!_

_Until next time!_


	5. Hiccup Hotness

_**Author's Note**_

_Aaaand here's a crack fic! Basically us fangirls aren't the only one who appreciate Hiccup's good looks. _

_WARNING: Just don't question this oneshot cause I don't have the answer. Don't question it. Thank you. XD_

_Enjoy! _

_Summary:_

_Somehow Hiccup ends up with Astrid's notebook and somehow that's a good and bad thing for the both of them. _

x

_Hiccup Haddock looked gloriously hot as he flew over the horizon. His wonderfully tousled brown mane fluttered in the wind. _

_"Hey, bud." His voice resounded into the night sky as all the female terrible terrors swooned beside him. _

_His green eyes sparkled like emerald jems that were in the sun. He looked amazing as he rode his Night Fury with the sunset as a backdrop. He landed gracefully on an undiscovered island and-_

"What are you writing?" Ruffnut barged in the door. "We were waiting for you at the Dragon Arena for _hours_." She groaned.

Astrid didn't look up, not wanting to let Ruffnut see the redness on her face.

"And me and Tuffnut may or may not have set a couple of sheep on fire, but that's besides the point, what really matters is what are you writing?"

Ruffnut walked over to her curiously.

"Oh nothing, just, uh, Stormfly's new diet." Astrid closed the book idly.

Ruffnut jumped up in excitement.

"Awesome! I want to know it! I want to beat Tuffnut and Belch at dragon racing."

Astrid gave her a dry look. "You two have the same dragon."

While Astrid was distracted, Ruffnut had managed to grab the small notebook. "Aha! What do we have here..."

Astrid panicked. "Stop! Stop reading, I'll get my axe, oh gods, I knew I shouldn't have never gotten into it, put it down, I swear I'll kill you, give it back!"

She rambled on and did grab her axe, moving toward Ruffnut with a panicked expression.

Ruffnut stared at the page with a blank look on her face.

"I can't read." She shrugged, "But I do know how to spell Hiccup, and it's all over here. Is this a love letter or something?"

Astrid ignored her question and attempted to coax Ruffnut to give it back, but she had already thought of something else. With one last cackle, she bolted out of Astrid's house and ran around screaming Hiccup's name, with Astrid's screeching and her axe hoisted up, ready for attack, following her.

Hiccup suddenly appeared from Toothless' back and ran towards the two girls who were fighting over a notebook with panic in his eyes. He was mainly worried because Ruffnut was touching something that required reading, which was alarming since she was still _alive._

"What's wrong, is someone hurt-"

Ruffnut won the battle, leaving Astrid looking terrified and dazed.

"Hey, Hiccup! Astrid wrote you something!" She handed the notebook over to him and peered at it with curiousity from over his shoulder, "What does it say?"

He was about to start to read it when Astrid came out of her stupor and screeched "NO! NO, I SWEAR HICCUP HORRENDOUS HADDOCK THE THIRD I WILL _KILL_ YOU IF YOU LAY A SINGLE EYE ON THAT-"

But it was too late. Curiousity got the better of him- and oh gods.

Oh gods.

Astrid widened her eyes once he looked up, the same expression on his own face.

Ruffnut jumped up in excitement, oblivious to the obvious embarrassment of the two. "What does it say?" She asked earnestly.

"Uhhhh," he stuffed the book back to Ruffnut without taking his eyes off a horrified Astrid, "I'm going to go fly... off somewhere... to think..."

He staggered off to Toothless with a very confused and stunned expression on his face.

Ruffnut looked disappointed and handed the book back to Astrid reluctantly. "That was _boring_."

Astrid's grip on her axe slackened and she took a horrified breath before turning on Ruffnut with a sick smile that only Dagur could have suppressed.

"I am going to torture you and tie to a tree and then burn you," She grabbed Ruffnut's arm tightly, "And we're going _deep _in the woods, where no one will here your screams."

Ruffnut raised an eyebrow, unaffected by the death threat and fought out of Astrid's grasp. "What did it even _say _that you're so worried about? Everyone knows you have a thing for Hiccup, it's no big deal if you felt girly and wrote down who-knows-what."

Astrid glared fiercely at her. "You shut up and let me deal with this. I've got to think of some way to not make him think I'm insane or stalkerish or..."

She trailed off and ran back to her house.

Today was a confusing day for Ruffnut Thorston.

x

"Um, hi. Astrid." Hiccup stated unemotionally when she arrived at the Mead Hall for dinner.

There was nobody else sitting at the table because they were both late to dinner, for painfully obvious reasons.

Hiccup has spent the whole day dazed and confused and awkward and oh gods.

Astrid had spent the day pacing her room, thinking of excuses until she came to the conclusion she would threaten Hiccup to forget what he read and act like it didn't happen. Simple.

"Hi." She sat down and knew he was thinking the same exact thing as her.

"Ummm..." Hiccup started.

"Shut up." Astrid glared, "I swear if you say a word, I'll kill you. It didn't happen. The end."

Hiccup nodded dumbly, but his insides were just screaming.

x

Three weeks later, Hiccup and Astrid were back to their old selves and put it behind them. Hiccup still had no clue what it was all about, but at night when he closes his eyes all he can see is the familiar handwriting swooning on him. Honestly, he doesn't think he looks "hot" when he flies Toothless. He probably looks like a lanky peg leg guy who has annoying brown hair that won't stay in place. Astrid- Astrid was probably on dragon nip. A lot of dragon nip, or something worse. After all, Trader Johann had come just the week before. Who knows what she was on?

Anyway, they were at the arena with the others when Ruffnut commented that one of the Terrible Terrors resembled him. He laughed, shaking his head while Astrid snorted teasingly. "He does. He's just as awkward, too."

"Actually," Fishlegs contradicted, "Hiccup is one of the best rid-"

"Shut up, Fishlegs." Astrid glared at the geek for ruining her fun with logic.

"Wow, Astrid, such support. Am I really that unattractive?"

"You're insulting this cute little guy when you compare him to you." Astrid stuck her tongue at him and then started to play with the Terror.

He hadn't responded and it was a while before she realized he hadn't left the spot he was standing in before.

"Why are you staring at me like that?" She raised an eyebrow at his unmoving figure.

His mouth dared to twitch up in a smile. And with an _almost_ apologetic look, he put a hand over his heart and lightened his voice, staring into the sky, and said poeticly, _Hiccup Haddock looked gloriously hot as he-_

Astrid cut him off with a hard punch to his gut before hissing, "Oh, would you look at that? It's time for me to sharpen my axe," She kicked him and added, "with _you_."

**_Author's Note_**

_1) Obviously Hiccup didn't forget. I don't think he wants to either. XD Haha. _

_2) This was such a random idea, gods, I don't even know how I came up with it. This started as "Hey let me write a descriptive crack fic of how hot Hiccup is" and then it seemed funnier at the prospect of Astrid writing it. _

_But it's a crack fic, so I guess everything's possible. It's just for laughs after all :D _

_3) __I AM TAKING REQUESTS!__ If you have an idea or suggestion to me for a oneshot please let me know! I'd be happy to consider it! :)_

_4) SHOUTOUTS:_

_NINA__ (guest): Thank you! I love Hiccstrid too, haha! Yeah me too. I want httyd 3 to come sooner :( But thanks so much!_

_Winter Frolics__ (guest): Haha thank you so so much! I'm glad I made you laugh. That's what I'm here for XD I love Hiccstrid too :) Yes, I am taking requests! (as I said in #3 lol) I'd love to hear it! Thank you! You keep being awesome too. :D_

_5) PLEASE DON'T LEAVE YET. Okay. I'm very excited because I've posted a new story called "Savage Seas" which is also HTTYD and Hiccstrid! I'm very excited to see where the idea goes, and it would mean so much to me if you checked it out! Thank you! :)_

_Until the next oneshot! :D_


	6. Jealous

**_Author's Note_**

_Inspired by a request from Chancey74!_

_Summary:_

_Jealousy looks good on Astrid Hofferson. Especially when it comes to a certain brown haired boy. _

_**Disclaimer: I don't own How To Train Your Dragon. **_

Astrid seethed as she saw a group of giggling girls approach the forge. The last few months had done Hiccup some good, and people were starting to notice. He had grown significantly taller- just a little bit taller than herself. (A very, very little, Astrid would emphasize with a glare every time he brought it up) He'd filled out quite nicely, sending thoughts that made her blush through her mind without her permission. Astrid has always thought he was cute- just a little bit- but well, _now_...

It was almost humorous that he had completely no idea. He had agreed that he did get taller- but still believed in his fishbone philosophy.

Unfortunately, not everyone was as dumb as he was- particularly the girls.

Hiccup, being the idiot he usually was, absentmindly did not notice anything out of the ordinary. He continued to sharpen her axe, as that was the reason she was there.

Well, could you blame her? She's going to need it to be as sharp as it could get.

There were three of them; two blonde and one brown haired girl, with no weapons in their hands. Couldn't it get more obvious?

She flickered her gaze towards Hiccup, who had just noticed their presence and smiled warmly. Idiot.

"Good evening, what can I do for you?"

They all conspicuously glanced at each other behind their fingers and laughed. The brunette responded, "Oh, nothing."

He had that puzzled face on, like he didn't quite understand what was going on. But being the idiot he is, he tried again, "Any weapons you want sharpened, ordered? Or are you picking one up?"

They all giggled like his confusion was _hilarious! _Idiots. They were _all _idiots. Astrid scowled again. She couldn't blame them, in all honesty. How many times had she come at the end of a long day to watch him work? She enjoyed his company. But it was different- she had rights.

They hadn't noticed her yet, they were so caught up. Well, once Hiccup finished, they'll have to.

He was watching them out of the corner of his eye, but continued to work. She could see his slight confusion spelled out in his facial features, but it was all right. He didn't need to know why they really came. That was her job.

She absentmindly remembered that she still needed to take Stormfly on a flight. They usually did so in the morning, but she had to run some errands and ended up pushing it off until the evening. It wasn't dark yet, so she should be fine.

"Here you go, Astrid."

Astrid looked up at his warm smile as Hiccup handed her the axe. At the corner of her eye, she noticed that their giggling had faltered. Hiccup and she didn't go around saying 'boyfriend' 'girlfriend'- but it didn't take a genius to know they were together. The girls must have assumed she wasn't there. They assumed wrong.

"Thank you, Hiccup." She replied smoothly, looking in his green eyes.

"How much?" She asked, running her fingers across the blade of her axe.

He shook his head and waved her off, rearranging things around the workable. "It's fine, Astrid. I only sharpened it, nothing too big."

She took a step closer. "But I've got to pay you somehow."

"Astrid, it's fine, you never pay anyway-" She dropped her axe on the table and before he could say another word, she shut him up with a kiss. He quickly melted into it and rested his hands on her back. He smelled like the forge and sweat.

When they broke apart, he had the idiot face again. But it was a good idiot face. It fascinated her how she could render him of all sense just with one kiss.

And to her great pleasure- the girls were gone.

Mission accomplished.

"Well," She said smoothly, easing out of his grasp, "I better be going. See you around, Hiccup."

"Um, uh, yeah. B-bye, Astrid."

She turned back to smile at him before turning back and walking home with her head up high.

Hiccup Haddock was _hers_. And Astrid wasn't one for sharing.

**_Author's Note_**

_Hey look, I'm actually alive. Thank you to astrid-c-hofferson who was so kind and gave me that extra push to get to work. :) __Still open for requests!_


	7. Relapse

_**Author's Note**_

_Hello from the other side... (sorry, I had to... sorry Adele) But that song fits because it's been forever and I'm sorry. My other story, Walking It Off, will still be awhile until another chapter is posted. The last few months have been hectic and very, very busy. So thank you for bearing with me._

Apprehension.

It was born in her stomach and slowly infiltrated her whole body, she barely could keep herself together. It was a Monday night, and she was coming back from work. For some unconscious reasons, she ended up on his block, either out of sheer habit or something else. She knocked twice- two sharp, concise raps on his door.

The door slowly opened, but she did not look up. She hated how nervous she felt. Like she had anything to be afraid of.

"Hi," He whispered softly, but she still didn't look up and she could already see his gaze falling on her without looking.

_Stop._ Her stomach twisted with revulsion at her timid stance. Astrid wasn't like this, this wasn't her. She hadn't prepared what she wanted to say- because in order to do that you need to conscious of what you want. Looking at the crack in the wall outside his apartment, words just fell out. She didn't know if she meant it. Astrid gritted her jaw and looked him in the eyes. "I don't love you."

She watched his face twist first with confusion and then with hurt. Astrid knew he probably had expected her to say something along the lines of quite the opposite... but saying these words gave her some power in a situation where she was losing it. Did she love him? Maybe. But she hated him. She hated him for taking control, for messing with her.

Silence is often classified as awkward- but this silence was more than that. The tension was too strong, too thick.

Astrid held her jaw and stopped all her temptations to falter and look away- the temptations to soften and apologize. She tried to decipher his face. His emotion was prominent, but there were too many going on at once to define easily.

"Then why are you here?" He shot back bitterly.

Astrid faltered. _Crap._ She was expecting a number of replies, ranging from hurt to anger. But as always, he threw her off her guard and everything off balance. She looked down. Right back where she started.

_Why was she here?_ Good question, her mind crossed its arms. Much to her annoyance, it had a simple answer.

"Because I'm weak," She looked up fiercely, "Because I let you get in my skin again. Because you can't keep yourself to yourself," Astrid hardened her jaw. "Because you're my relapse."

He didn't reply. She waited.

A car screamed as it raced past the house.

He didn't reply. She nodded at him and turned away to leave.

"Ast-"

She swiftly turned around and before he could finish saying her name, she punched him in the arm. And then again, and again and again, but she felt small arms wrap around her- but she refused to stop. With every strike, they got softer and the arms got tighter around her. "I hate you..." she mumbled into his chest. She could not will herself to fight him anymore.

"I hate you too," He replied with a deep breath.

Astrid kept her eyes closed, shut them so tight it hurt as if trying her best to shut him out would do so. A chill breeze wrapped around her bare ankles and his heartbeat was too loud. She felt him take sharp intakes of breath. Astrid felt his every movement- the rise and fall of his chest, his warm breath against the chilly night- and she hated it. He was too close for her to breathe. She drew herself out of his arms and looked him in the eyes. Her mind chastised her for not cutting to the chase already- this wasn't like her.

His eyes- once hard and hurt- had that softness in them now. That I-know-you-better-than-you-do look that he always had. She opened her mouth- but stopped short when a car raced by, drowning anything she would've said.

He laughed.

And she fell on his lips.


End file.
